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The Trdgidie 

St'euer lie haue wife let her be mad , 
fi s miferable by the death of him, 

As I am made by rrty poore Lord and thee. 

Come now towards Chertley with your holy load 
Taken from Faults to be interred there : 

And {fill as you are weary of the waight, 

Reft you whiles I lament King Henries coarfe. 

Enter Gloctfler. 

Cjlo. Stay you tbafbeare the coarfe,and let itdowne, 

La. What black c Migidan.coniures vp this fiend 
To flop deuoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo. Villainc,fet downc the coarfe or by Saint? anl 9 
lie make a coarfe of him that difobeyes ? __ 

Gen. Standbackeand Let the coffin palfc, 

Glo. Vntnanner’d dog, ftand thou when I command, 
Aduance thy halbert higher then tliy breft, 

Or by Saint /Wilc ft tike thee to myfobte. 

And fpurne vpon thee begger for thy boldnes. 

L a. What do you tremble, are you all affraid ? 

Alas, I blame you not fotyou arc mortall, 

And mortall eyes eannot endure the Diuell . * 

Auant thou fearefull minifler of hell. 

Thou hadft but power ouer his mortall body. 

His foule thou canft not haue Therefore be gone, 

Glo. Sweet Saintfor charity, bee not fo curft. 

La. Foule diuell, for Gods fake hence and troubled®** 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell r 
Fil’d it with curling cries and deepe exclaimes, 

If thou delight to vew thy hanious deeds, 

Behold this patterneof thy butcheries. 

Oh Gentlemen fee, fee dead henries wounds. 

Open thcirK&igeal’d mouths and bleed afrelTi, 

Bfufh, blnfh, thou Iumpe of foule deformity, 

For tis thy prefence that exhals this blood, 

From cold and emptie teyncs where no bloud QWC«i 
Thy deed inhumane andvnnatutall, 

Prouokes this deluge msft ynuaturall, , # 

OhOod, which this bloudmad’ft,rcRenge his death: 

Oh earth which this bloud drink'ft, reueuge hft death : 
Either bc : aucn yyith lightning ftrike the mujthefcs dea ^ 
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Of Richard We Third, 

Or earth gape open wide, and eate him quicke, 

As thou didft fwallow vp this good Kings blood, 

Which his Hell-gouernd antic hath butchered. 

Glo. Lady, you know no rule of charity. 

Which render good for bad , bleflingsfor curfes. 

La • Villanne,thou knowft no law of God, nor man.* 

No beaft fo fieroe, but knowes forae touch of pittie, 

Glo But I know none,and therefore am no beaft. 

La. O h wonderful! when deuils tell the truth, 

Glo , More wonderfull when Angels are fo angry, 
VoucKfafe deuine perfe&ion of a woman, 

Ofthefe fuppofed euilstogiuemeleauc, 

Bycircumftance but to acquit my felfe. 

La. vcnchfafe defufed infe&ion of a man. 

For thfe knowne euils but to giuame leaue, 

By circumftanee to curie thy curled felfe. 

Glo. Earner then tongue can name thee, let me haue 
Some patient leafure to excufc my felfe. 

La. Fouler then heart can think* thee, thou canft make 
No exculc currant, but to hang thy felfe. 

Glo. By fuch difpaire I lliould accufe my felfe. 

La. And by di (paring flaouldft thou ftandcxcufde. 

For doing worthy vengeance on thy felfe. 

Which didft, vn worthy flaughter vpon others. 

Glo, Say that 1 flew them not. 

La. Why then they are not dead : 

But dead they are and diuelilh flauc by thee* 

Glo, I did not kill your husband. 

La. W hy then he is aliuc. . 

Glo. Nay he is dead and flaine by Edwards hand. 

La. In thy foule throat thou lieft. Queene M.argret law’ 
Thy bloody faulthion {mocking in his blood? ' 

The which thou once didft bend again ft her breft, 

But that my brother beat afli ie the poynt. 

Glo. I was prouoked by het flandcrou? tongue 
Which laid her guilt vponmy guiltleffe fhoulders. 

La. Thou waft prouoked by thy bloody minde. 

Which neuer dreamt on ought : but butcheryes : 

Didft thou not kul this King ? Glo. I grant ycci 
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